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On the Cusp of Chaos

NOTE
These thoughts were recorded in my journals during the 1990s.

During that time I was living alone and battling cancer.
The last entry was made shortly before I quit my job and moved to the

West Coast at the end of July in 1999.
This long conversation with myself finally led me to a happy ending!

Why can’t I get over this constant feeling 
That I’d rather be somewhere else . . . 
Ireland, Spain, Morocco, Viet Nam, 
Anywhere but where I now find myself? 
Why can I never be satisfied with where I am 
And with what I have? 
After all, I’m not unhappy. 
I’m not sad. 
I have all of the comforts a person could want.
What is it that causes my discontent? 
It must be that I am discontented with ME.
With who I am, with What I’ve become, 
With opportunities and talent I’ve squandered.

What I must work on is being content, 
Content to just exist without constantly longing to do, 
To become.
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On the Cusp of Chaos

What did I dream about 
When I sat in that old maple tree 
In the back yard of our Villa Street house? 
Did I even come close to seeing 
The way it actually turned out? 
I think it is fairly safe to say that I never dreamed of being 54 years 
Old, 
Living alone in a modest house, 
With a modest job, 
An old beatnik 
Who missed the BIG WAVE. 
I passed up chance after chance, 
Always dreaming of the next BIG ONE. 
I guess it passed underneath me one night 
When I wasn’t paying attention.

So what was I looking for, 
Searching for, working for . . . 
Dreaming of? 
I suppose I was trying to achieve 
A high tech, modern version 
Of one of those 1950’s sitcom families. 
I didn’t really want to find out 
That my country wasn’t always right. 
I didn’t want to know how crooked 
The politicians are. 
I didn’t want to know 
How hard it is to be black 
Or how many poor people there are. 
But I found out anyhow.
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On the Cusp of Chaos

Our beliefs shape us as a person. 
So who owns these beliefs? 
If I do, then I am a freethinker, 
In charge of my own destiny. 
If my beliefs own me, 
Then the institutions 
That formulate and promulgate those beliefs 
Own me.

Moments. 
That is all we have, 
A few good moments. 
I’ll bet you can’t think of even one full day 
That was so great you remember every minute. No, at best you 
Remember a few big moments that occurred on a few ‘good days'. 
Thus the quantum theory of memory: 
Time is measured in moments, 
And a moment isn’t very long.

Nothing matters except this moment
           . . . and some good pot.

What takes place 
Inside the walls of my house, 
By my definition, 
Is reality; 
All else is merely a dream . . . 
By my definition. 
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On the Cusp of Chaos

Hey, it’s my life. 
I can define the rules any way I want.

I want to live some place where the laws of physics are not so 
strictly enforced.

Can it be true that we are born with a vision 
Of what our lives should become, 
And that our angst is over not living 
Up to that vision? 
And how are we to stay on track, 
Through coincidences, 
Through intuition? 
Who knows.

Perhaps, instead of devoting so much energy in a futile attempt to 
make others see who I 'really' am, I should use that energy to see 
others as they truly are . . . and they are just like me.
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On the Cusp of Chaos

As I sit here, 
Listening to music, 
All the doors and windows 
Open to a gentle breeze, 
I see, far off in the distance, 
A lone bird riding the air currents, 
Soaring free in the sky. 
Yet I know that far from being free, 
The bird is merely looking for its next meal.
He’s working.

Free as a bird.
Bullshit. 
We are already freer than birds. 
We have weekends.

While it would not be unfair to call me a pseudo-intellectual, I prefer
to think of myself as a curious bystander.

We are living in an age that may one day be hailed as the apex of our
nation’s life as the single most powerful, far-reaching empire the 
Earth has yet seen. Many people, myself included, believe that this 
means we must also have begun, or soon will begin, an inevitable 
slide downward into rot and dissolution as all previous empires have.
What if, just what if, we seized the reins and drove the empire to 
even greater heights? Even if this could be done, would it, could it, 
produce a better world? (My personal opinion is that the U.S. 
reached its zenith on July 20, 1969.)
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On the Cusp of Chaos

The only way to understand the actions taken by the U.S. 
government is to first realize that this is not a nation, it is merely the 
world’s largest business enterprise.

But do you know what? You’ve got to love this place. Here I am, so 
drunk and stoned that I can’t go anywhere, yet I make a phone call 
and a cheery guy shows up on my doorstep with a pizza.

Make the best of what you’ve got. 
That is the difference 
between a life well-spent and 
a wasted life.

The purpose of life 
is not to reach a destination.
Nor is life a journey.
The purpose of life is to dance.

Here and now
Here and now
All else is but

Memory and fantasy
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On the Cusp of Chaos

This is my moment! You must repeat that phrase over and over until 
you no longer forget that this IS the moment, the only moment that 
will ever be. All else is memory and dreams. Did those things you 
‘remember’ actually happen, or did your mind make it all up? And 
what difference does it make?

Why is it that people are considered crazy when they talk out loud to
themselves? Don’t we all constantly keep up an inner conversation 
with ourselves? Why does verbalizing these thoughts make one 
crazy?

Here is something 
fathers and sons 
will never again do together, 
put up a TV antenna on the roof.

Have you ever noticed that even bottled water has an expiration 
date?
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On the Cusp of Chaos

I must be hallucinating: All of the television networks are splitting 
their screens with the State of the Union message and the O.J. 
Simpson civil verdict! Think about this! We are giving equal time 
to the most important annual speech of our President and to the civil 
trial of a has-been athlete who cut off his ex-wife’s head. There is 
simply no way I can watch this without smoking dope.

I have a friend the same age as me who is at least a hundred pounds 
overweight and smokes. Yesterday he told me that he quit using 
deodorant with aluminum in it because it is unhealthy.

Headline: 
"Gunman found dead after Georgia shootout."

Fact: 
He wasn’t a ‘gunman.’ 
The guy was a marijuana grower who was attacked without warning 
by armed lawmen, and he instinctively tried to defend himself.

Why do local governments, the ones that are closest to your daily 
life, receive the smallest amount of your tax dollars?
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On the Cusp of Chaos

I once owned so much shit 
I didn’t even know what all I had.

Of everything I have ever possessed 
or dreamed of possessing, 
nothing is more precious 
than 
a cool breeze on a warm summer’s day.

Lately I’ve been brooding about the fact that I lost that special sense 
of being alive that I experienced once I began to believe I would 
survive my cancer. I don’t want to take life for granted, yet I do. I 
have this feeling that I should be embracing life, living large. Yet, I 
spend my weekends sitting here, listening to my favorite music, 
feeling gentle breezes blow in the window as they cause the palm 
trees out back to gracefully sway too and fro. And, of course, I’m 
quite often stoned. Instead of embracing life, I just sit here and enjoy
the warm peace in being alone and doing as I please. Ah, the 
freedom to sit and do nothing, if only I could turn off those damn 
voices telling me to GET UP AND DO SOMETHING!!!

Why does it always depress me when I just relax and don’t 
"accomplish" something over the weekend?

When I stopped 
trying to save the world 
I also stopped 
trying to save myself. 

That was a mistake.
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On the Cusp of Chaos

The one thing in my life of which I am most proud is that wherever I
sit down my dog comes and sits beside me.

I spent the day going through some time bombs . . . old pictures and 
letters, hopes and dreams that are gone forever. The pictures of my 
father as a young boy are the ones that cause me the most pain. How 
hard his life was and what hopes and dreams he had for his sons. The
family and household I grew up in were as close to the archetypal 
1950’s blue collar household as one could imagine, real Ozzie and 
Harriet stuff but without much money. I can vividly remember how, 
during my preteen years, I felt that I had some great destiny to fulfill,
yet I no longer can remember what it was I felt destined to do . . . it 
was something on the World Stage, that much I remember. And what
have I done? Let’s see: On the "good" side, I graduated from college,
served with honor in Viet Nam, been a lawyer and a successful 
businessman. On the "bad" side I have been a drug dealer, a gun 
runner, and an anti-government activist. And on the "fun" side I have
been a stunt man in the movies, a sailing instructor, and a 
commercial hot air balloon pilot. Nothing I have done has yet come 
close to satisfying that old feeling of destiny I once savored. And 
now where am I? The first two phases of a man’s life are over for 
me: 20-40 were my years of overachieving. 40-55 have been largely 
wasted. The final phase 55-?? looms ahead, and I face it with no fear
but for one, will these last few years be wasted as well? So what 
next? Do I remain comfortably numb, or do I attack life once again? 
As corny as it sounds, I must either recall my "birth vision" or 
perish, with my life having been nothing more than that of yet 
another soul with unrealized potential. Isn’t there anything I can do 
to regain my vision?

10



On the Cusp of Chaos

Perception is reality.

Perhaps the pundits are correct, your 50’s are the prime of your life. 
By the time you are 50 you have achieved about as much wisdom 
and maturity as you possibly ever will, and yet your body is still 
somewhat functional. So, the plan for a young person should be to 
spend the first 50 years of life preparing for those 10 good years that 
are left before the body gives out.

According to life expectancy tables, 
I have about 20 years left to live. 
Twenty Christmas’
twenty birthdays. 
Twenty
Twenty
Twenty
Now that is a silly looking word. 
Unfortunately, it isn’t a very large number. 
So, what do I want to do with that time? 
Fuck if I know.

The only questions worth answering are:

To become or not to become?

and

What can I learn on Earth that I could not learn without the limits of
physical existence?
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On the Cusp of Chaos

As I move through this particular space-time continuum, I must 
constantly remain aware that the persona I’ve created, called Larry, 
is representing ME. I’d better get a little more control over this guy, 
for quite often a false impression is being conveyed.

I am always sad 
after leaving 
my friends and family 
because once again I have failed 
to impart to them the true essence 
of me. 
They all know "Larry," 
but no one knows me.

We all create our own universes, therefore nothing should prevent 
me from showing the other beings who drift through my universe 
that I’m a cool dude. So if I really wanted to be a rich and famous 
writer I would simply create that construct in my universe and invite 
others in to see what I’ve created. Only through a lack of belief, or 
failure of will, will my vision be unrealized.

I realize that I am mad. What I am trying to figure out is why, when, 
and how I got this way.
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On the Cusp of Chaos

Can you imagine 
what dogs would do 
if they had thumbs?

One of the most vivid memories I have of my teen years is walking 
home late at night from my girlfriend’s house . . . and the fucking 
starlings shitting on me from the trees above.

I’ll tell you of a survey I would like to see: For men my age, which 
"Lennon sister" on the Lawrence Welk show did you think of when 
you beat off?

Concentrate on the task at hand.

When I was in the sixth grade, 
and in the Boys’ Choir, 
I heard this high school senior sing a solo. 
It was at Father Bill’s first mass. 
Man, what a deep, rich, 
powerful baritone voice he had. 
The moment I heard that voice 
was the first time in my life 
I realized there were actually limits 
to my abilities.
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On the Cusp of Chaos

Perception is reality.

I have been sitting here crying. Why? I guess I am crying for myself,
at all of my missed opportunities. I read Ginsberg, and Watts, and 
Kerouac, and Burroughs while I was still in high school. And I 
admired Leary, and Morrison, and Hoffman (Abbie, not Albert) a 
little later. They were my heroes. But what good did their examples 
do me? I always played it safe, maybe on the edge, but always on the
inside edge. I never really stepped outside of the boundaries I was 
shown while growing up in the 1950s. Now all of my heroes are 
gone. And here I sit, fat, dumb, and comfortably numb. What the 
fuck. It must be time for my last hurrah. Time to take down the 
safety net and walk the wire without fear.

When I was in my 20s 
I had all of the answers. 
By my late 40s 
I no longer knew the questions.
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On the Cusp of Chaos

I can finally see 
why governments are against marijuana. 
A couple of tokes and you lose 
interest in doing anything. 
Of course my house is a mess,
I’m a stoner. 
Of course my life is a mess,
I’m a stoner. 
Of course I am blissfully happy,
I’m a stoner.

One of the reasons I want to publish a great novel is to gain entrance
to the private world of celebrities whom I respect, like Joan Baez. In 
actuality I already have access to the very best aspect of her 
personality, her music. (Of course, I have no knowledge of any other
aspect of Joan’s personality!) What if, other than when she is 
singing, she is an insufferable bore. Or consider Miles Davis. I love 
his music, but I am sure that a personal encounter would have been 
very unpleasant due to Davis’ dislike of white people. So I guess I 
should just relax and enjoy the aspects of these celebrities that 
already attract me to them . . . . but I still want to meet Joan Baez.

Could it be that the reason we crave recognition is because if no one 
observes us we do not exist? Does it require another sentient being to
observe us into being?
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On the Cusp of Chaos

Although the condition of humanity on Earth is probably improving, 
we must keep in mind that we are still an infant species when it 
comes to being ‘civilized.’ Face it, we humans still have at least one 
foot still in the swamp. Any intelligent race of beings who visit this 
planet would have no other choice than to eradicate the human race 
before it spreads its contamination throughout the universe. 

But this is no reason to give up on trying to improve the species.

My days in Dallas were the most pleasurable of my life. Why didn’t 
I enjoy them? 

Or did I?

I can no longer go "home" because "home" no longer exists for me. 
Perhaps one of the problems of life in the U.S. today is, besides the 
fact that so many of our parents have divorced, most of them have 
also moved out of the houses we grew up in. In fact, most have 
moved to other cities. Few of us still have a "home" on which to fall 
back. The result is a nation of rootless, restless souls.

I can remember thinking as a child that only low-class people bought
vegetables in cans. Real people canned all of their own fruits and 
vegetables. This was just taken for granted.

I just realized that as long as I don’t think about anyone I know, I am
not depressed. Is it the need to be around others that is causing my 
pain?
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On the Cusp of Chaos

While I was visiting a friend the other day I overheard him on the 
telephone talking about me. He said, "Yeah, I’ve got another 
survivor here." So now I’ve got a new title, ‘survivor'. I guess there 
are worse things to be called.

The best thing about living where I am right now is that I’ve always 
disliked this place . . . house, city, state, country. So I’m no longer 
attached to anything. I hope I can maintain this attitude once I move 
to Ireland. The problems only begin once you become attached to 
something, or somebody.

Do you know how to tell 
when you are getting old? 
It is when 
more of your friends and heroes 
are dead 
than are alive.

Stoners have no fear 
that 
death may simply be 
a state of non-consciousness. 
After all, 
isn’t that the state we seem to enjoy most?
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When I smoke pot, am I trying to turn off Larry’s mind or my mind?

Life is merely memories. My trip to Boston this week no longer 
exists . . . except in my memories. I now sit in my slowly-changing 
back yard and wonder if the trip really happened. And then I wonder 
if I can project ahead to next Saturday, in this same yard, after I 
return from San Francisco. Can I jump ahead right now to the 
memories of that trip and not have to undergo the physical trip at all?

How often I hear someone say, "I am becoming my father" (or 
mother). Of course! I am my father, at least what there is left of him 
in this part of the cosmos. I have included in my be-ing many of his 
thoughts and dreams. And what am I but the sum total of my 
thoughts? Thus, it is accurate to say that I have ‘become’ my father, 
at least to some degree.

‘Larry’ is not a being, he is merely the current shape of my being.

Birds are so cool. 
What fantastic creatures they are
if you just think about them for a moment. 
Who could have dreamed them up 
if they didn’t already exist?
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On the Cusp of Chaos

I remember cutting oil cloth in my father’s dime store.

The song "My Prayer" by the Platters was the first significant song 
of my emergence into adulthood . . . adolescence, actually. I can 
vividly recall the scene: It was in the 1950s. We were on vacation in 
that old gray Chrysler we borrowed from aunt Anne, somewhere not 
far from the Derris Motel in Tennessee. "My Prayer" came on the 
radio and I leaned over the front seat to hear better. God, I wanted a 
girlfriend so badly back then that it was causing me pain. Of course, 
latter on I discovered that actually having a girlfriend was even more
painful. Yet, that moment in time is still so fresh in my mind; it is as 
if I am there right now. My god, what have I allowed to happen to 
my life since then? And why?

Dear god, I’ve paid a terrible price to become what I am today.

What is it in human nature that causes the oppressed to become the 
oppressor? Look at 16th century Ireland. The Lords who once were 
persecuted by the crown eventually lifted that yoke and become the 
oppressors of the peasants. Closer to home, I remember how, after 
surviving the first three months of Officer Candidate School, I 
became a tyrant to the new recruits placed in my charge.

". . . grace can only come in knowing that the wounds never heal, 
that they have become a part of you and are to be carried. That you 
can’t atone, that you must stop trying." 
—Scott Anderson, writing about war
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On the Cusp of Chaos

The winter light
During those last few hours
Before sunset
Is the most beautiful light
There is.

Beautiful starry night
They don’t get any better than this
And we get a lot of them
Have to go inside though
The fuckin’ bats
Are making me nervous

I have my very own ceiling fan. 
How could life be better?

I started to place an order for a tee shirt printed with the Aboriginal 
saying "The more you know the less you need." 

And then I realized that I didn’t need it.
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I wonder if human incarnation is just a psychedelic drug trip for 
gods? Really! Think about it. Assume for a minute that there are a lot
of gods, just like in ancient times. Now assume those gods do drugs. 
You know how everyone’s acid trip is different, yet there are some 
similarities? Well, what if human existence is simply a bunch of 
gods on an acid trip? 

Fuck you! That point of view is no more strange than the tenets of 
any other religion.

A friend had one little green plant in a pot on his back porch. It was a
marijuana plant. 

The police not only took that plant away from him, they also 
confiscated his house. 

How odd, that society is so threatened by a little weed that it must 
totally destroy the life of the person who was simply watering a plant
that is found all over the place in the wild.

It seems that 
the main thing 
I now produce 
are good intentions.

I intend. 

I intend. 

But I no longer seem to do.
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Is Illinois the only place that has "forest preserves?"

Whoa! 

The news today carried a story about an Episcopalian priest who was
just arrested as he was writing his Sunday sermon . . . . . . . . . . while 
smoking crack! 

It seems to me that the height of intellectual folly is when athletes 
pray for victory over other athletes who are praying for the same 
thing.

How ironic: 

Pat Paulsen, an outspoken critic of the American war in Viet Nam, 
died on the same day as Gene Stoner, the designer of the M-16.

The only justice you will find in this world is that which you bring 
yourself.

I find my local bookstore to be very honest. They group myth and 
religion in the same section.
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Although I realize that freedom is an illusion,
it is an illusion without which I cannot live.
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Ambition
I find that I am more interested in the lives of rock singers than I am 
in their music. Therein lies the answer to why I never spent any 
energy to learn to play an instrument. You must love the work, not 
just the lifestyle. So, what work is it that most draws me . . . rolling 
joints, I guess.

It is a waste of energy for me to try and decide whether or not to 
found another company. That is most certainly going to happen in a 
parallel universe. My only real decision is whether to direct my 
awareness toward that universe or some other one. What universe do
you want to play in today, Larry?

Americana
What would the world be like if the North and South American 
continents never existed? All of the people who now call themselves 
‘Americans’ would, in some form, be living in Europe, Africa, and 
the East.

In truth, I may have been fortunate in not having had a ‘liberal arts’ 
education. The focus of such an education shifts with the times, and 
had I studied at a time when Emerson was out of favor I may never 
have come to know the mind of the man who invented ‘America'.

It now seems as if people in the orient are "looking to the east", their 
east, for some direction. Perhaps that is one source of our problems 
with China, instead of looking inward and at their own wisdom, too 
many people in the Orient are trying to emulate the West.

There are hundreds of millions of people who live their entire lives 
cramped in a tiny room with a dozen other family members. I simply
cannot comprehend this. It is too far removed from my personal 
experience.
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The ‘Industrial Revolution’ was followed by the American and 
French revolutions. To my mind, we are in the early stages of the 
next revolutionary period, some call it the ‘Information Revolution.’ 
So, what type of political upheavals will this cause? In truth, we are 
just coming to the end of feudalism. First we shall see some 
fundamental changes in corporations . . . then what?

(San Francisco) Boy! This city really brings back a lot of memories 
that I’d like to avoid.

What a strange sensation I just had. I was reading one of Mark 
Twain’s political essays in which he was berating a politician I not 
only despised but who was alive during both Twain’s and my own 
lifetimes. It caused an interesting sensation in which I felt actually 
connected to Twain.

I just realized that I have never truly felt free, primarily because of 
growing up with the draft breathing down my neck. Just now, 
reading about a person with a deformity in one hand I thought, "How
lucky he is, he can’t be drafted. The state will never own him." I 
have always felt like I was a chattel.

Jane had me bumped to first class during a plane change in 
Greensboro. I find greater satisfaction in obtaining first class through
the intervention of a friend than by simply paying a large sum of 
cash for the service.

How can anything ever be "post-modern" when "modern" changes 
every day?

In a way I feel cheated by not being born into a culture. The Jews, 
blacks, Mexicans, everyone but WASPs have their own ethnic 
culture.

I find it hard to conceive that once, in large sections of the Great 
Plains, the grasses that covered the land grew six to nine feet high, 
for miles of totally unobstructed expanse.
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In the mid-1940s Burroughs taught at Columbia. Two of his students
were Kerouac and Ginsberg. It was through the writing and lives of 
these three and their close friends that the Beat Generation came into
existence. (They also lived together in NYC 1945/46.) 1953—
Junkie; 1955—Howl!; 1957—On the Road; 1959—Naked Lunch.

If one were to write a version of Genesis for rock music and today’s 
rebels, Adam would be played by William S. Burroughs.

Some people are upset that we are now using nouns as verbs, i.e., 
we’re verbing things. This has been going on here for quite some 
time. Check out an old cowboy movie and watch them ‘trail’ 
someone.

In his forty years as the head of the FBI, J. Edgar Hover never once 
went after the Mafia.

Why do I have this strange urge to move back to Chicago: the el, 
‘meet you under the Fields clock,’ the river, the lake, the people . . . ?

Biological and chemical weapons are taking the place of the nuclear 
threat. Can classroom ‘under the desk’ drills be far behind?

The latest gimmick in TV programming these days is to use 
characters from each others’ shows in cameo roles. By circling back 
in on itself, the fantasy of TV becomes the new reality.

Do you think that even in her wildest dreams Janice Joplin thought 
that the Mercedes Benz Company would use one of her songs in an 
advertisement?

Here is a way to judge someone’s age: Ask them if they can 
remember the big hoopla that took place when aluminum foil was 
first introduced.

What right-wingers seem to forget about Dr. King is that, had he 
wanted to, he could have led a black uprising of great violence to the
entire nation. Forget his flaws, relative to anyone else at that point in
history he was a giant.
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"Rustle me up some grub." Now, I really like that phrase.

I think one of the biggest lies our government tells our servicemen 
and women is that it is more noble to serve at some outpost far from 
home, "defending your family’s freedom," than it is to stay home 
and spend time with your family.

The Oregon Trail, Route 66, and now The Interstate Highway 
System, all of these roads are very prominent features of the 
American psyche. Europe has art. The Orient has philosophy. The 
U.S.A. has roads. Lanes of commerce. It’s always about business 
over here.

Here’s what I think has caused the disoriented condition we now find
ourselves in: Until the 1960's most children grew up in the same 
house their parents were in when the child was born. The house and 
the home were one in the same. In those times people grew up 
knowing every intimate detail about their neighbors and school 
mates. Only rarely did someone transfer in or out of my grade school
class. I think that my eighth grade class had all but two or three of 
the same people who began first grade together. With one-forth of 
our citizens moving to a new house every year, there is no longer any
sense of permanence, of belonging.

FUCK ME!!! I just realized that I am now living exactly like that 
"family of the future" I saw at Disneyland in 1967! . . . . except for 
the fact that my children are grown and I’m divorced, but you know 
what I mean. My house and appliances are like the Disney diorama.

Where U.S. liberals went wrong is in confusing equal opportunity 
with equality.

Being Alone
The Charles Hotel, Cambridge, MA: This is one of the fanciest joints
I’ve ever stayed in. Over $300 a night, Bose stereo, second TV in the
bathroom, choice of NY Times, Boston Globe, USA Today, or 
Washington Post in the morning, walking distance to Harvard, lots of
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fathers and sons walking around and in restaurants — I don’t belong 
here. Not in this hotel, this town, this state, this country, . . . maybe 
not even on this planet. Just the feel of yuppie money around this 
place makes me want to puke. And to think that I wasted my life 
trying to be like them. Face it, I wasn’t born to ultra-rich parents in 
the Hudson River Valley. Nothing I could ever do or become would 
gain me entry—look at Capote. Who cares? What the fuck.

Boston: I feel like such an outsider here. But I guess that is how I felt
in Dallas last week, too. Where is home? Where do I, will I , feel as 
if I am home? Anyplace?

It was during a visit to San Francisco in 1996 that I first experienced 
being away from ‘home’ but at the same time having no one back 
‘home’ to call and tell about my trip.

Scene: A couple in an airport waiting lounge, in their late 30s, he has
his arm around her shoulders, she is leaning her cheek on his hand, 
caressing it, obviously in the first blush of love. He is staring straight
ahead with a look on his face of, "Oh shit, what have I done. I’m 
trapped again."

Home. I’d like to go home. Only I no longer know where that is.

Cancer
 ". . . dragged down by the stone." From Pink Floyd’s "Dogs." For 
David Gilmore, the ‘stone’ is cancer.

I made the mistake of surfing the Web re: prostrate cancer. Wish I 
hadn’t. To be honest, I had no idea how serious this is, and my initial
impression is that the treatment is worse than the disease. Now I’m 
beginning to think that I’m going to forgo treatment and just enjoy a 
couple more years of living. What a terrible choice.

Funny, when I thought I had another 30 years or so to live it seemed 
as if I still had time to do anything I wanted. Wow, suddenly, it is so 
obvious that I’ll never do any of those grand things I dream of. And, 
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sadly, I probably wouldn’t have done them if I live another 50 years 
either.

4-5-96: I was just thinking — one week from today and my life will 
never be the same again. Then I said YES! It is time for a change. 
(Eighteen months later I find that there really has been little that has 
changed in my life. Now I shout WHY?)

I wish I could describe this feeling I have. If I do nothing in the way 
of a treatment I die in two years. I literally, have control over my life
and death. How exhilarating! 

I don’t know how HIV-positive people go on. Every little ache and 
pain I now experience causes me to think that my cancer has spread. 
This disease has taken over control of my mind.

There was a report on the radio today that women who have two 
cups of coffee each day have lower incidents of breast cancer. Wow! 
Who the fuck is studying shit like this? You could probably pick any 
category, like: Men who eat a banana and drink a cup of tea the 
morning of the full moon have lower rates of brain cancer. What the 
fuck.

Children
When all is said and done, the only thing that brings me complete 
peace, and the only thing that will ever matter to me, is that I know, 
really know, how much my children love me. Theirs are the only 
opinions that I care about.

You know, if we become our parents, then my dad was a really cool 
guy.

At the turn of the century in this country child labor was prevalent 
throughout the U.S. Today we have most of our children in daycare 
centers. Not much of an improvement.

29



On the Cusp of Chaos

Commitment
My life is nothing but reading, thinking, drugs, and booze (when I’m
not at my job) — not very satisfying. But then, it is probably as 
satisfying, or more so, than most lives.

It is very comforting to pet a dog who is lying in the deep, dead, 
winter grass of a sunny field.

Contentment
I wonder how many people on earth today would gladly forfeit the 
rest of their lives to have just one day as wonderful as today has been
for me?

Connectedness
I just put some pepper on my rice. I wonder how many people took a
part, no matter how small, in getting that pepper to my table?

Death
Maybe the reason I feel as if I’m ready to die is that, through my 
own choice, my sex life is effectively over. The thought of licking 
the back of a woman’s leg, and the fact that I’ll never do it again, 
makes me say, "So what’s the point?"

In our struggle for ‘life’ we must always distinguish between the life 
of our bodies and our life, whatever we believe ‘our’ to mean.

(10-13-97) I almost lost it tonight as I took my last walk down 
Grafton Street. One of the hardest things I’ve ever done is to keep a 
smile on my face during the bus ride home. I’m not so sure my pain 
comes from leaving Eire. It may be caused by the fact that Dublin is 
filled with young people just embarking on life, and I feel as if mine 
is over. I feel like the android in "Blade Runner" . . . . You people 
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cannot imagine the things I’ve seen . . . .
WHAT NOW?

(2.9.96) It has been over a year since my last acid trip. When the 
initial rush just now came on it felt like I was embracing an
old friend.

My epitaph should be: I came. I saw. I fucked up.

I can’t die yet, I’ve still got too much reading to do.

I just made a list of "things I want to do before I die." Most of them 
are within my grasp. What depressed me is the fact that I will 
probably attempt only a few of them.

Wouldn’t it be great if reincarnation were true, AND you were able 
to return with all of the wisdom and knowledge you have already 
acquired?

My cancer occupies my every waking thought. I find it very hard to 
think about anything else. Even if I have an operation, afterwards I 
know I’ll never have another day during which I don’t wonder if it is
still lurking somewhere in my body. Yet, to my family and friends, 
I’m sure that a year or so after my surgery they’ll have completely 
forgotten about it. Or when they do think of it they’ll say, "Oh yeah, 
Larry’s cancer was cured." I know because that is how I’ve behaved 
toward others with similar problems.

Perhaps a good life is like a good vacation: You should always 
leave before you’ve done enough to get bored.

I’ve been trying to begin "putting my affairs in order." At my current
pace I should be ready to die in about eight or nine hundred years.

Do you think it bad news that my urologist referred me to Dr. 
Kevorkian? 

**** So, suppose I’m dead in another month. Then what am I gonna 
do? Am I gonna say, "Oh, I’m so glad I didn’t have that late-night 
cheese and wine; I’m so glad I didn’t eat that candy; I’m so glad I 
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went on a diet and lost five pounds before the operation." Right! 
Sure I fucking am.

I just reread my essay on suicide. In it I state that as long as one 
regularly contemplates suicide, the body stays healthy because it 
knows you will pull the plug at the proper time. For the past 18 
months, for the first time in years, I haven’t had a single suicidal 
thought — and now I have cancer.

Discontent
Perhaps my inner turmoil stems from the fact that while I have 
intuitive feelings about paranormal activities I cannot accept the 
tenets of Western religions or of New Age hype. Maybe I should 
return to my studies of Buddhism.

If I had been born in Ireland the chances are pretty good that right 
now I would be dreaming about moving to the states.

A true political revolution must be preceded by a cultural revolution.

As hard as I try to always keep in mind that I’m Fir Bolg, I simply 
cannot forget what it was like to live with style. I fear that my true 
nature lies in a life more like that of Judy W.

Disease
Obviously, I have no way of knowing how my cancer treatment will 
proceed. I do know that "on the outside" I’ll present a brave front to 
the world. Everyone will praise my courage. But, little will they 
know it is all false courage. The truth is I am close to the breaking 
point from moment to moment. Even with surgery, it will be 10 
years before they are sure it is successful. If it wasn’t for the peace I 
receive from marijuana I would have killed myself these past few 
days. Can I possibly resist that temptation for 10 years should I be 
"lucky" enough to live that long? I’m only now beginning to get an 
understanding of how people who are HIV positive must feel.
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I just realized that I’ve done more mourning over my dog Igor’s 
illness than I have over my own. I guess that time will come later.

Dreams
We are all exactly alike!

A little over an hour ago I left the restaurant where I had breakfast 
with some old friends from Texas and my entire family. Now, they 
are all gone, like the drifting smoke. Did it really happen, or did I 
only experience it in my mind? Was it, is it, a dream? Seems like it.

From where I now live, Ireland is "the East."

So who is responsible for the content of my dreams, me or Larry?

Drugs
**** Virgin Rush
Searching for that virgin rush
Want one more before I die
Gotta have that virgin rush
Gotta have it, don’t know why

There is no drug that is ‘better’ than any other. We all have our own 
favorites.

"Maybe I will find in yage what I was looking for in junk and weed 
and coke. Yage could be the final fix." —William S. Burroughs 
(final line in ‘Junkie’) . . . As it turned out, it actually was my final 
fix.

Much as junkies haunt the street corners long after their connection 
has moved on, I still long to walk around Highland Park, where my 
best Ecstasy dealing days were.

I don’t know why I ‘stash’ drugs. There is no ‘stashing’ about it. 
When I want them I take them . . . even when they’re stashed!
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I am an addict of drugs not yet synthesized.

Taking drugs is primarily about altering our states of consciousness. 
Drug users are the explorers of our age.

I really am going to give up booze and drugs, just as soon as they 
come up with a new cure for pain.

At one time I drank for fun, for the buzz. Now I drink with the 
explicit purpose of passing out.

The two main uses of opium are: pain relief and mood enhancement.
Which of those is it that the screwheads want to keep from us?

I find it interesting that, among the closest of friends, when two pot-
heads are running low on their supply of grass they have no 
compunction about lying to one another about having any left. Each 
is afraid the other will ask for some of their last stash so no one 
admits to having any pot at all. This is true even though both know 
that each will abide by that unwritten rule among druggies that true 
friends don’t ask such questions. Isn’t being human fun?

Health Reason #107 For Using Pot: It reduces the amount of alcohol 
in imbibe.

Fame
The difference between fame, or celebrity, and glory it that 
celebrities are seldom remembered long after their deaths. Glory is 
posthumous and is remembered down through the centuries.

Family
I’m having a hard time comprehending the fact that Dan has no 
conscious memory of my dad, and none of my children knew Dan 
Fox, probably the major influence in my life. How is it possible that 
my own family will never know Dan Fox directly? Very few people 
are remembered beyond three generations.
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Most people are molded early in life by their parents or whomever 
raises them. All too often this is a negative experience and they grow
into adults with these huge chips on their shoulders. Perhaps it is 
fortunate that my contact with the world is so slight. My formation 
came largely from within my own mind, influenced, of course, by 
my environment and books, but chipless.

Looking back on old family pictures is quite painful for me. The 
cause of this pain is the realization that I was seldom focused on the 
"hear and now." Instead, I was mainly preoccupied with earning 
money. Looking back only causes me to see all of the lost 
opportunities for quality human interaction that I wasted. Now my 
preoccupation with cancer causes the same thing. Somehow I must 
train myself to only think about earning money and fighting cancer 
when I am actually working on those problems. At all other times I 
MUST force myself to focus on the Here And Now.

My gut tells me that I was never happier than when I was married to 
Mary. What happened to change that? Could it be the fact that 
children have this awful habit of growing up?

Food
Restaurant bacon isn’t as good a home-cooked bacon because you 
don’t get the complete bacon experience — it is the sound of the 
sizzle in the pan that makes bacon taste so good.

When people are eating and then try to "save the best bite til last" 
they are missing the taste of all the bites that preceded that last one 
because their focus is on the last bite. — Eat it as it comes and enjoy 
each bite as it comes.

Orange blossom honey is probably the best thing that comes from 
Florida.

There is no such thing as "the perfect meal" for all is a piece of a 
continuum. It is the process, the flow, which properly focused upon, 
brings the joy of perfection. The continuous flow of little daily 
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details: making breakfast, fresh coffee, a book and a pipe — ah, pure
joy.

Freedom
Everyone has their own agenda. So be careful that you don’t become
a part of someone else’s. Stick to your own agenda.

Friends
When in San Francisco I decided to not call someone who had been 
a close friend during my childhood. You see, his life (viewed from 
my perspective) had worked out perfectly. Here he was, a big, 
powerful international attorney. And where was my life? A random
meandering of meaningless walk, broken relationships, and 
abandoned dreams. I just couldn’t bear hearing about his journey 
for fear it would drag me down into a suicidal depression.

Happiness
Being truly happy may signal the approaching end of a human life. 
Pure happiness comes very close to having all of ones hopes, 
dreams, and desires fulfilled. And once that happens what is the 
point in living?

I am ashamed to say this, but I resent people who are luckier than 
me. . . . you know, the ones who are born into wealthy families.

Where most Americans, including myself, go wrong is that we are 
constantly seeking that elusive mistress called "happiness." What we
should be doing is just looking for a little joy along the way.

I never allow myself to get depressed unless I plan to do something 
useful while I’m down there.
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History
History is shaped more by whim and chance than by intelligent 
thought.

Humans
The more I learn about humans, the more I like rocks.

In other countries the houses look so "foreign" even when, with an 
objective eye, they are much like ours. That is because we tend to 
look through the houses and see the people inside, who are so 
"foreign." If only we could come full circle and see through the 
people to their essence and thus see our own home.

It’s a dance
When I "enjoy" a cup of coffee it really isn’t ME enjoying the 
coffee. It is my body that enjoys it, not ME.

History is simply the story of rich people trying to expand and 
preserve their wealth.

Wow! I wonder how many cities I’ve been in where I’ve danced to 
Tina Turner singing "Proud Mary?"

I really doubt that there is anything that can be done to stop the 
human race from destroying this planet. So the question for me then 
arises, "Do I try to stem the tide, knowing full well that it is futile? 
Or do I do nothing?" Act or don’t act.  Either way the ultimate 
outcome is the same. The only thing that would be affected 
differently is my own life (and possibly the lives of those close to 
me). Do I have a moral imperative to act?

One of the best things about living alone: Dancing to my favorite 
CDs.
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Perhaps the reason I still look much younger than my 
contemporaries is that I still am looking forward to the day when I 
grow up and make my mark. People who were successful from 
youth, like Truman Capote, Gore Vidal, etc., all looked old by the 
time they approached 50.

Life
I wonder if everyone’s life is the same? Obviously the characters are 
different, but their stories may all be the same. E.g., Gore Vidal had 
Anis Nin, I had Judy Womack.

My mother has complied these photo albums (what my children call 
Das Books). In looking through them my predominant thought is, 
"Fuck! I really wasted my life."

Looking at pictures of Christmas in Friendswood, I remember 
thinking at the time how great my life was, if only for that day. Why 
couldn’t I sustain that feeling? Why can’t every day be like 
Christmas? SERIOUSLY! THINK ABOUT THAT FOR A WHILE.

Why should I care about dying? I’m often suicidal and for the past 
several years have remained totally numb through drugs and alcohol.
I’ve been in oblivion for a long time. I think that when Dynasty 
failed I gave up on life.

Given the choice, I would rather have five completely new 
experiences than to have even the most pleasurable experience five 
times over.

Looking back at what was and what might have been, I can only say 
one thing —boy, did I ever miss the boat.

What a beautiful day, so many wonderful scents in the air. One just 
brought me back to some good times in Dallas and another reminded
me of a fond childhood memory. What I’ve got to figure out is how 
to experience some new scents now, today, right here. How come 
nothing reminds me of here when I’m here?

38



On the Cusp of Chaos

Hurry, hurry. Work and worry. Life is just one big rush . . . . to 
nowhere.

The evening news almost overwhelms me when I discover how 
many millions of people are having so much shit visited upon them. 
The next time I have a problem I need to remember that with all this 
shit going around in the world, a little of it is bound to come my 
way.

I just had the most powerful desire to jump back in time to my days 
and Notre Dame. I am so disappointed that the terrible stress of my 
life at that time kept me from enjoying the experience of being in 
college. I was so concerned with grades, lack of spending money, my
future, the nuclear threat, the draft . . . . that I never experienced the 
present. Those should have been my best years, yet they are no more
than a cold dull dream.

Once you lose heart you have lost your life.

When my grandfather came to the U.S., the life expectancy of an 
Irish emigrant was only six years. Yet, at the same time in Ireland, 
parents didn’t name their children until they were five or six years 
old because they didn’t want to get too attached to them and see 
them die of starvation.

Me
Why am I still concerned with appearing attractive to the opposite 
sex? Like, what’s the point?

Meaning
Let’s assume that the reason we are sentient beings is so we can help 
the Universe become aware of Itself. Now try to think of how many 
things you learned that no one had ever learned before. What a 
failure I’ve been. The only stuff I’ve been learning is stuff someone 
else already knows.
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Miscellany
The reason some popular songs are so compelling is that their words 
often take you to places other than to where they literally point to. 
Consider "Knights in White Satin," or when the Talking Heads sing 
of "water underground." You begin following the lyrics, but 
suddenly the words bring up some thoughts not connected to the 
song. Then, once the song is over, you realize you missed the rest of 
its message. And so we listen to it over and over, constantly losing 
ourselves inside the lyrics.

People who rise to the top of the classical music world live in a 
universe so different from mine that I can’t even begin to imagine it.

I really enjoy fog, unless I have to drive in it.

Focus on spontaneity.

Naiveté
When I was a child a popular song came out containing the line, 
"Now it’s Istanbul not Constantinople." This was the first time I 
became aware that t major geographical area could actually have its 
name changed. I guess I thought there was some cosmic law against 
it. And I also thought that the name change mentioned in the song 
was relatively recent! 

I once thought it took some sort of genius to become a political 
commentator. But now that I see guys in their 20s and 30s who are 
experts on Russian politics, etc. The truth is that anyone with a 
decent brain can become an expert on any social/political topic with 
merely a few years of intensive study. You wanna be an expert? No 
problem, just pick your topic!

40



On the Cusp of Chaos

Nostalgia
Why does it disturb me so when I see a poor person buying junk on 
Christmas eve? It pains me to think about a little child only getting a 
50¢ piece of crap for Christmas. Is it because I truly understand that 
the person buying the trinket, the child, and myself are all one in the 
same? Or is it because the asshole doing the buying is also spending 
several dollars on booze and cigarettes?

I wonder if kids ever build crystal radio sets any more? I remember 
building my first radio and my dad showing me how to put the 
earphone in a teakettle to amplify the sound so everyone in the room 
could hear.

I guess Sunday afternoon drives in the country are a thing of the 
past.

I can still vividly remember that night at the summer fair/carnival at 
Wing Park in Elgin. It was the only night I ever saw Carol Ann Johns
in those short, short cutoff blue jeans. Nothing I have seen or 
experienced from that night has ever come close to the depth of 
eroticism that moment held for me. . . . Of course, I was only 14 
years old at the time. 

When I was a child, the only time we got any soda to drink was 
when we were sick. (Gingerale was the most often "prescribed.") I 
remember pretending it didn’t really taste very good so my parents 
wouldn’t think I was feeling better.

Personal Growth
I experienced cancer merely to give ‘Larry’ another dimension. 
Actually, I’ve created quite a variety of "Larry’s." There is Larry at 
work, with his family, home alone, at play, in grief, the pensive 
Larry, the outgoing Larry . . . all are different characters that I have 
invented just to give only the faintest reflection of ME, and how I 
feel at the time.
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It is so important to learn to enjoy being alone, for after all is said 
and done, we are alone a lot more than we realize. Consider that 
most intimate of human acts, making love. After the moment of 
orgasm has passed, just before drifting off into a peaceful sleep, 
aren’t we even alone with our thoughts at that moment?

Has the evolution of sentient beings ceased, or are there some among
us who are continuing to evolve to higher levels? It seems to me the 
answer must be the latter. For example, compare the Dali Lama with 
a Southern redneck.

I have learned that desire is endless while abundance is not.

Quotes
 "Nothing makes a mockery of human endeavor like the ocean."
—Ptolemy Tompkins

"You never know about the unexpected."
—Ruth Hagerty

"Experience with joy the sorrow of your life."
—Joseph Campbell

"It’s a science all to itself."
—Ruth Hagerty

"I wish people would understand that this illness [PTSD] isn’t like 
diabetes. It’s like having died 25 years ago, and you’re just waiting 
to lie down."
—Richard Sherk

". . . ye need not go so far to seek what ye would not seek at all if it 
were not within you."
—Emerson

"The proper function of man is to live, not to exist. I shall not waste 
my days in trying to prolong them . . . I shall use my time."
—Jack London
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"Be impeccable. This means to put your life on the line in order to 
back up your decisions, and then to do quite a lot more than your 
best to realize those decisions. When you are not deciding anything, 
you are merely playing roulette with your life."
—Don Juan (via Castaneda)

"Are we free agents who seek to learn about the universe, or are we a
means by which the universe seeks to learn about itself?"
—Timothy Ferris

". . . the place to seek wisdom is where life is hard."
—Timothy Ferris

". . . one is impelled to wonder whether nature might be regarded as 
made, not so much of atoms and molecules, but of information."
—Timothy Ferris

If you let the system beat you long enough, eventually it’s gonna get 
tired.
—Anon

Language is fossil poetry.
—Emerson

(on the cause of the angst of life) ". . . . the intense concentration of 
self in the middle of such a heartless immensity."
—Melville

People that burn books don’t read books.
—Abbie Hoffman

AIDS to the contras.
—Abbie Hoffman

The urine test is the loyalty oath of the 80s.
—Abbie Hoffman

The status quo sits on society like fat on chicken soup. So you gotta 
get out there and stir it up.
—Abbie Hoffman
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It’s the agitators that change society. It never changes from the top 
down. Those few individuals who are willing to risk careers, 
marriages, freedom, these are the people who change the world.
—Abbie Hoffman

I don’t associate with causes because in the American language the 
first word associated with ‘cause’ is ‘lost.’
—Abbie Hoffman

Original sin is nice perfume but bad theology.
—Abbie Hoffman

A random lottery of meaningless tragedy and a series of near 
escapes.
(—definition of life from "Reality Bites")

"Well, isn’t this a fine kettle of fish." —Laurel and Hardy

"What we wanted, we did not know;
What we knew, we did not want."
—Ernest Von Salomon (sp?)

"When all that holds you is the horizon, THAT is called 
FREEDOM!" —Anon

It is better to be hated for what one is than loved for what one is not. 
—Gide

Peace
No matter how hard we try to recreate the joy and beauty of a rainy 
day, the experience simply cannot be faithfully recreated in our 
minds on the morrow, especially if it is a hot and sunny day.

Reality Check
The way you can tell you are getting old is when your nation’s 
culture begins to pass you by.
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Reincarnation
I’m already beginning to think about what type of person I’d like to 
come back as.

Stuff
Food is really interesting. Look at potatoes for example. They are 
tubers, dug out of the dirt. How incredible that, not only do we eat 
them, but that they actually give us nourishment. And onions, and 
tomatoes, and bananas, foods that come from the earth; can you 
believe that we actually eat this stuff?

At what point does hair become "a coat" and then become "fur?"

The magical moment in a home repair job is when you can tell that 
you will actually be able to complete the repairs.

If you take the time to really examine it closely, you will find that 
mayonnaise is a truly beautiful condiment.

I’ve been reading so much about the bad effects of smoking, 
drinking, over eating, and sex that I’ve decided to give up reading.

Success
The path to a "successful" life, it seems to me, is to find ways to 
transcend the "everyday."

The Afterlife
You know what I’ve been avoiding ever since I first learned that I 
have cancer? I’ve been avoiding all thoughts about the possibility of 
there actually being life after death. I wonder if I should begin 
exploring this subject now? Or is it better to spend that energy 
enjoying what I can of physical pleasures, since, no matter what, my
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physical existence will very soon come to an end . . . even if I live to 
be 100, the end is going to be VERY SOON.

Remember, virtual reality is reality nonetheless.

Defeat the speed of light and you live forever.

I swear I’ll never come back to this godforsaken planet.

Time
Every thing you do eats up some of our time in this dimension, so be
sure that you are doing something of value to your soul, like cooking
breakfast for a friend.

Travel
When traveling in foreign lands it is always comforting to run into 
other Americans. In a very short time we all become good friends . . .
people whom I probably wouldn’t get together with here in the 
states. Why can’t we make friends like that without traveling 
thousands of miles first?

Easter. What images does that word invoke? How about adding a 
couple of new definitions for that word? Easter: A person who finds 
solace in the philosophies of the Orient, or one who longs to travel 
eastward.

It is truly amazing — I check my bags in Tampa, Florida, USA and 
the next morning I pick them up in Lisbon. What would Vasco de 
Gamma think of that?

As I enter the lobby of the five star Caesar Park Penha Longa resort 
hotel in Sintra, Portugal, what do I hear over the music system? Elvis
Presley singing "Jailhouse Rock." Even in his wildest dreams, Elvis 
couldn’t have imagined this!

It’s funny, everywhere I go I think, "This will be the last time I’ll be 
here or do this." Yet I also think that "I’ll be back."
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War
The most under reported war currently in progress is the ongoing 
race between new infectious diseases and mankind’s ability to kill 
them.

What we want
Over drinks with friends last night, Mary said that all she wanted 
was "for Larry to appreciate Mary." What is so funny about that is at 
the very moment Mary said that I was thinking that no one at the 
table really knew anything about the real me. I guess Mary and I 
want the same thing: For people to know, really know, who we are. 
And I suspect we are no different from any other introspective 
person.

Here I am, alone on Christmas eve, smoking dope, drinking, 
cooking, watching movies that I’ve rented. Why do I feel so guilty 
about the fact that I’m REALLY HAVING A GREAT TIME!!!

I’ve been on vacation for ten days now and haven’t done a single 
thing. My lethargy is the worst I’ve ever encountered. I don’t know 
what is causing it — drugs? age? disease? For a while I was really 
on a roll with The Book, but it has been weeks now since I have 
done anything productive. It is now 7:00 pm, and this is the latest in 
the day that I haven’t been stoned, drunk, or both since beginning 
vacation. I am really getting depressed thinking about how much 
time I’ve pissed off. Part of me has all this stuff I want to do and 
another part just fucks off and watches football on TV. I’m afraid 
that I have become so detached from Earthly life that I have lost all 
desire to continue on with my own. What, if anything, do I want?

The next great world revolution must begin at the individual level. 
Each one of us must first revolutionize our own lives, and on the 
foundations of those individual revolutions will a world revolution 
be built.
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When has this nation "been at its best?" During war. Fighting 
Communism. Going to the moon. It has been its best while on some 
great quest. And when have I been at my best? During war. Getting 
rich. But what happens once the goal is reached? We get stoned and 
never even enjoy the fruits of all those labors. Why is this? Are we 
just too exhausted from the struggle, or is it that our goals, once 
realized, seem hollow? Nations merely reflect the people who 
inhabit them. And the people must learn that the source of joy is the 
journey, not the destination.

Who am I
I may be just beginning to understand this feeling when I meet 
strangers of wanting them to know who I am. This desire for fortune
and fame is merely a cry for others to see that there is more to me, 
much more, than what greets their eyes. In actuality, it is a desire for 
others to see the ME behind the construct of ‘Larry.’ And that is the 
source of my frustration: I am disappointed in the physical construct 
I’ve created (Larry) for I know it is not an adequate representation of
ME . . . and this is a problem everyone has.

My body and my car are simply vehicles that allow me to move 
around in this space-time continuum. I need to take a little better 
care of my vehicles, but must not loose sight of the fact that they are 
simply transportation.

I’ve got to guard against getting too much into the character of Larry
. . . it makes me forget who I really am.

My heart has been severely wounded and cannot withstand another 
blow.

Work
The beauty of a meal is in its preparation.
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In grade school one fall, I was given the homework assignment of 
creating a leaf collection with 25 different kinds of leaves. I put it off
until the night before it was due and only managed to collect about 
half that number. Ever since then I have felt that my laziness would 
cause me to continue to fail at every task, for every task in life is 
built upon the previous one. By failing so early in life, and through 
my own fault, I began to believe that I would never succeed to the 
degree which I am capable of succeeding. This is no shit. I can still 
remember the day I turned in my leaf collection. That day will haunt 
me for life.

I find working at home to be quite difficult because it isn’t a drug-
free workplace.

I have come to the conclusion that all but the most jaded "type A" 
people are big-time procrastinators.

I guess I shouldn’t take my business failures too seriously. After all, 
William S. Burroughs even failed at marijuana farming!

People don’t really fear change . . . . as long as they are the one who 
instigates the change.

Writing
I think that perhaps it will be best if none of my writing is ever 
published in my lifetime on Earth so as to not risk my answering any
questions concerning what I write. My work should stand on its own 
— without additional comment by me. After all, if it takes additional
explanation I really must have not written it very well. (Of course, 
there is also the fact that I am too easily wounded by criticism.)

I must leave the U.S. and stop my "American Story" before I can 
write about it.

A writer’s job is to put down his or her IDEAS. For the most part, 
they will not be new ideas. Only on rare occasions will a writer say 
something completely original. But that doesn’t matter. The simple 
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act of recording IDEAS in ways that are different from previous 
recordings of the same idea may cause a chain reaction in thought 
that precipitates the next NEW IDEA is someone else.

A great writer is one whose ideas influence popular culture.

The two most influential minds the United States of America ever 
produced were both writers: Ralph Waldo Emerson and William S. 
Burroughs.

I probably could become a writer of modest talent, but between drink
and sloth I never get around to it.

I’ve decided that instead of becoming a ‘great writer’ I will become 
a ‘great reader.’ It is so much easier.

There is so much I want to read that it looks as if I’ll never take the 
time to write.

If I truly believe that I’m going to die within two years, then why do 
I spend so much more time reading, thinking, and getting fucked up 
than I do writing? Perhaps it is because I have some subconscious 
belief in the afterlife and that the first three things I can take with 
me, but the writing stays behind.

It would seem that one with only two years left to live would value 
every minute. Instead, I seem inclined to watch TV while stoned. 
Either I’m not taking my cancer seriously or I’m ready to go. One 
thing is becoming very clear, I’m no writer. I literally must force 
myself to get a little writing done each day. I hate it.

I guess we’ll never know if I have the talent to become a good 
novelist . . . because I simply don’t have the patience to write one.
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The Rest of the Story
And so, I finally quit my job. On July 31, 1999 I loaded up my car 
with my few remaining possessions and headed to the Coast, the 
Edge of the West. In 2002, at Burning Man, I changed my name to 
Lorenzo . . . you know the rest of the story.
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